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he had seemed, though a good soldier and
a good shot, and a good rider to hounds,
to care deeply for nothing but religion,
and this religion, so curiously lacking in
denominational limits, concerned itself
alone with the communion of the soul with
God. Such men, before some great de-
cision, will sometimes give to the analysis
of their own motive the energy that other
men give to the examination of the cir-
cumstances wherein they act, and it is
often those who attain in this way to
purity of motive who act most1 wisely at
moments of great crisis. It is as though
they sank a well through the soil where
our habits have been built, and where our
hopes take root or lie uprooted, to the
lasting rock and to the living stream. They
are those for whom Tennyson claimed the
strength of ten,, and the common and
clever wonder at their simplicity and
at a triumph that has always an air of
miracle.
Some two years ago Ireland lost a great
aesthetic genius, and it may be it should
mourn, as it must mourn John Synge
always, that which is gone from it in this
young man's moral genius. And yet it